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ADVERTISEMENT. 


" Hope the reader's good-nature will | 
J excuſe my publiſhing the follow- | 
* ing colleftion of POEMS, which | 
2 would never have made its appear- 
! ance m public, had it not been at the 
? intigation of ſome of my very par- 
; ticular friends, whoſe requeſts I thought 
3 it my duty to obey. The many ob- 
; ligations I am under to a very valu- 
7 able friend of mine, at Wincheſter *, 1 
> muſt here, with great reſpect, beg leave 
1 to acknowledge. I am not inf{enſible, 
E that a want of Education will be very 
2 diſcernible through the whole per- 


2 formance; for I muſt inform my 
3 reader, that by my circumſtances in 
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vi ADVERTISEMENT. 


life I was only taught to read and 


write Enghi/h, and underſtand nothing, 
at this time, of any other language. 


The Imitation of Horace, 1 took from 


a proſe tranſlation of Mr. Smart's, 


_ which gave me great inſight into 
Horace's meaning, and particular plea- 


ſure in the reading. I have only to 
add, that 1 have a mean opinion of 
the following performance, and hope 
that every diſadvantage which I labour 
under will be conſidered in my favour ; 
and that this will incline you to par- 
don, what I am too well aſſur'd ot: 


will not ſtand the teſt of a critical ex- 
_amuination. 


| A. 
IEUT. George Acklom, 
Lieut. John Acklom. 
2? Enſign Arbuthnot. 
2 Mr, Ayres, Bookſeller, Wincheſter. 
B, 
Major Barlow, 7 Books. 
Capt. Biddulph. | 
Capt. Bulkley. 
Crpt. Barford. 
Capt. Bundurey. 
Capt. Brabſon. 


2 Lieut. Bramhamn. 

2 Licut, Blomberg. 

Lieut. Browne. 

Lieut. Bailey. 

Lieut. Bradſhaw. 

Lieut. Bratſon. 

Lieut. Badger. 

Enſign Browne. 

Mrs. BidduJph. 

Miſs Bourne. 

Rev. Dr. Burton, Wincheſter, 2 Books. 

Kev. Mr, Baily. Havant. Hauts, 

Mr. Brereton. 

Mr. James Burton. 

Rev. Mr. Balguy, Prebend of Wincheſter. 

Mr. Burden, Bookſcller, Wizcheſter, 
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SUBSCRIBERS NAMES, 


Me, 


vii SUBSCRIBERS NAMES. 


Mr. Lovelace Bigg, Student ot Wincheſter College. 


Mr. Robert Pope Blachfurd, Student of Win, Col, 
Rev. Mr. Blair, 


Mr. Henry Rowland Berkley, Student of Win, Col. 


C. 


_ Mr, Chubb, Wincheſter, 3 Books. 
Mr. Clarke, Iſle of Wight, 6 Books, 
Rev. Mr. Cotton. 

Rev. Mr. Carr, Chaplain of the Buffs, 
_ Capt. Crowle, 

Lieut. Campbell. 

Lieut, Chetwoode, 

Lieut. Carnac. 

Enſign Crowe. 

Mr. Childs. 

Mr. William Clarke. 

Charles Cornwall, Eiq; 


. Mr. Willam Cummins, Student of Winch, Coll. 


D. 
Rev. Mr. Derby, Wincheſter, 
Mrs. Derby. 
Dr. Dampierr. | 
Capt. Dawſon, 2 Books, 
Lieut. Da Coſta, 
Lieut. Donalditon, 
Lieut. Dowland. +. 


Mr. Douglaſs, Surgeon of the Buffs, 
_ Mr, Duratord. Mr, 


SUBSCRIBERS NAMES. in | 
Mr. Charles William Dyer ; Student of Winch. Col. 
Rey. Mr, Derby, Rector of Cowley, Middleſex- _ 1 


E, 


* Rev. Dr, Eden, Prebend of Wincheſter. 
* Rev. Mr, Exton, Prebend of Wincheſter, 


F< 
Major Flemming. 
| Rev, Mr. Ferne. 
? Licut. Fenton. 
| Lieut. Felton. 
| Lieut. Fergulion. 
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Miſs Grace, Wincheſter, 
Mr. Grenvile. 
Mr. Gordon, Surgeon of the Butts. 
1 Lieut. Cuchriſt, 

] 


Lieut. Gunning. 

3 Enſign Grier. 

> Miſs Sophia Gauntlett. 

Z Mr. Carew Gauntlett. 

Z Rev. Mr. Goldwyn, Warden of W:; incheſter. 
4 Mr. Steady Grinheld, Student of Winch,-Coil 


£ Hon Col. George Howard, 7 DOks, 
5 Lady Lucy Howard, 
z Sir Thomas Heathcote, Bart. 
Henry Heathcote, Eſq; - *-2.-.* ; Samuel 


WII Pods. 6 
#- <*. - 
" < » 7V v Wh 
gat > # <> EIN 
*. AIRS $13 - "x 
I: PO Ka 


x  SUBSCRIBFRS NAMES. 

Samuel Heathcote, Eſq; 

Lady Heathcote. 

Miſs Heathcote. 

Major Hewitt. 

Capt. Hardcaſtle. b 

Lieut. Hilary. 

Lieut, Honneywoods | 

Lieut. Home. 

Enſign Hall. 

Rev. Dr. Hoadly, Wincheſter. 

Mrs. Horne, London. 

Miſs Hayes. | 

Mr. Holloway. 

Mr. Hale, London. 

Mr. Hammond. 

Miſs Heathcote. 

Miſs Jenny Heathcote. 

John Lee Hill, Eſq; 

Mr. William Hillier, of Wolverhampton. 

Mr. Nicholas Heath, Student of Wincheſter Coll, 
Phineas Huſfley, Eſq; 

Rev, Mr. Hincks, of Stone, in Staffordſhire. 


| I, 
Capt. Imber. 
Capt. Johnſton. 
Capt. Ireland. 
Enſign Johnſon. - 3 
Mrs. Imber. Z 
Mrs. Johnſton. | L _ 
Rev. Mr, Jour#. | Rev, 
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SUBSCRIBERS NAMES, 


Rev. Mr. Jefferies. 

Mr. Thomas Imber, 

Miſs Jenkinſon, Wincheſter, 
Mat. Imber, Eſq; Wincheſter, 


K, 
Mr, King, Surgeon, Wincheſter. 
Lieut. Kelly. 
Enſign Knollis, 
Enſign Kerr, 
Mr, Kerby. 
Mrs. Kerby. 
Mrs, Keat, 


| 
Rev. Mr. Lloyd, London. 
Lieut. Liſhman, | 
Mr. Laſhford, | 
Rev. Mr. Lechmere, Prebend of Wincheſter. 
Mr. Samvel Lucas, Student of Wingheſter Call. 


MM. 
Rev. Mr. Mence. - 
Rev, Mr, Morgan, 
Miſs Metham. 
Joha Merril, Eſq; 
Capt. M*Cleroth, 
Lieut. Muſgrave, 
Lieut. Maturine, 2 Books. 


xit SUBSCRIBERS NAMES. 


N. 
Mr. Nicholſon, Iſle of Wight, 6 Books. 


Thomas Newnham, Eſq; Wincheſter, 2 Books. 
Capt. Nicholſon, 


Mr. Newbolt. 
O. 
Miſs O{borne, 


E 


Earl of Pembroke, 3 Books. 

Counteſs of Pembroke. 

William Pearce, Eſq; London. 

Mrs. Pearce, London, 

Miſs Pearce, | 

Mr. Edward Pyott, Wincheſter. 

Mr. Picton. 

Mr. Porter. 

Capt. Patterſon. 

Lieut. Patterſon, 

Lieut. Peyton. 

Lieut. Price, 

Enſign Pawlet. 

Enſign Phillips. 

Hon, Colonel Parker. 

Rev. Dr. Pyle, Prebend of W incheſtes.” 
Mr, Henry Peckham, Student of Wincheſter Coll. 
ore Pratr, : 
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SUBSCRIBERS NAMES. ail 
| 


Lieut. Reid, 

Lieut. Rowlands. 

Mr. Ray, Wincheſter. | 

Rev. Mr. Reading, Prebend of Wincheſter. 
Mr. Reading, Student of Eaton Collage. 
George Ridge, Eiq; 


Mr. William Reynolds, Student of Winch. Coll. 
William Reeve, Bookſeller, London, 


SI, 
Capt, Sticl, 


Capt. Singleton. 

Licut. Spry. 

Enſign Savage. 

Enſign Stubbs. 

Enhgn Skinner, 

Mrs, Stiel. © 

Miſs Stafford. 

Miſs Molly Silver. 

Rev. Mr. Smart. 

Mr, Sharp, Ifle of Wight, 6 Books. 

Mr. Shipman, 

2 Mr. Spearing. 

* Mr. N. Purdue, Smith, 

* Mr, James Steward, of Wolverhampton. 

Rev, Dr, Shipman, Fellow of All Souls Coll, Oxon, 

Mr. Charles Simkins, Student of Wincheſter Coll, 

Rev, Mr, Richard Smith, | | 
T, 


SUBSCRIBERS NAMES. 
| T. 

Colonel Trapaud. 

Hon. Capt. Townſhend, 

Capt. Tuiſdale, 

Lieut, Tullidaph. 

Mrs. Trapaad 

Mrs, Townſhend, Wincheſter, 

Rev. Mr, Taylor, of Crawley, Hants. 
' Mr. Gabriel Tahourdin, Student of Winch. Coll. 

Miſs Tichborne. 


W, 
Rev, Mr. Woodroffe, Prebend of Wincheſter, 
Rev. Mr. Joſeph Warton. 
Rev. Mr. Thomas Warton. 
Rev. Mr. White, Hurſley, Hants. 


Rev. Mr. Williams, of Weſton, Salop. 
Mr, Weller. 


Lieut. Waugh. : % 
Lieut. Wilſon, = 
Mr. Wool. | 
Mr. Wattey. 

Rev. Sir Richard Wrotteſley, Bart. 

= Phillip Williams, Student of Winch. Coll. T 
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EPISTLE to a FRIEND. 


f H me! environ'd with what ill 
A Is he that meddles with a quill ? 

Z 'Tis now, dear Torn, at leaſt a year, 

q (You'll And the reaſon of it here) 


; Since I have publiſh'd tales or ſongs, 


Z Or ought that to the Mule belongs. 


& Young man, cries one, (and {tuns my ſenſe, 
3 With begging not to give offence) 
"5 1 think your lines extremely pretty, 
Pq But what avails it to be witty ? jo 


| ZPoets in all times have been poor ; 


23 The beſt have begg'd from door to door, 
Pure friendſhip diftates what I ſay, 


231d have you throw your pen away. 


Good Sir, with all ſubmiſſion due, 


Wome dunces have been beggars -too z 


* —<= * X . 


4 POE M$; © 0 3 
Then why is wit ſuppos'd to be 3 
Th' eternal cauſe of poverty ? i 
But granting that they went together, 2 
* v3» 

© As ſure as weather-cock and weather,” 'Y 
{'d rather chuſe the mearneſt ſtation, Fl 
'Than curb a Glamelefs inclination. 2 
Mere madnefs *tis, exclaims another, 'Y 


(And ſhakes his wig and makes a pother) 
Stranger to all the clafhc lore, 


The Grecaan and the Latin ſtore 


Should this adventurer ſucceed, 2 
Why then—the devils in't indeed! 4 
The youngſter ſure expects the luck 


_ Of (what-d'ye-call him ?) Stephen Duck, F 


*Twould more than fill the largeſt ſheet, 2 
To tell the rubs I daily meet, K 
Which, with a philoſophic air, 
I ſcorn, as far beneath my care. 


Unmov'd I hear the rabble's jokes, 


And ſee the fneers of envious toiks. '% 
But flattry under frie::4/ip's dreſs, 
Diſguſts me rather more than leſs. 


- I 


SEVERAL OCCASIONS. 


Be what I write, or well or ul, 
Th intention ſhall abſolve me ſtill ; 
No impious thought, no jeſt obſcene, 
No venal praiſe my page ſhall ſtain ; 
And this at leaſt ſhall be my praiſe, 
6 He ſtrives to pleaſe by blameleſs ways.” 


O! could I tune the various lyre, 
Like Pepe, or Swift, or Gay, or Prior ; 
Whole fame from age to age ſhall go, 
Like {treams, enlarging as they flow. 
But vaia my wiſh, my toils are vain, 

No hopes exalt my humble ſtrain ; 

No patron's ſmiles dilate my heart, 

And ſcarce a friend I boaſt but * Smart. 
To him, in whom kind heaven has join'd 
A gen'rous heart, a virtuous mind ; 
A gentle temper, form'd to pleaſe, 

And * bear his facultics with eaſe.” 

To him I owe, that fill I fing, 

And try to mount, tho' chpt my wing ; 


And while he deigns to hear my lays, 


I will not covet vulgar praile, 


2 Rev, Mr, Smart of Litchfield, 
B 3 
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JOURNEY to WALES. 


HumsgLty InscrisB'p to the Reverend 


Mr. WilLiams, of Weſton. 


HILE you, dear Sir, whom tranqu! 


joys attend, 


The circling hours in learned leiſure ſpend ; 


As fancy leads, to various authors change, 


Thro' antients, moderas, claſſics, fathers, range. 


J wander far, the Cambrian land to ſee, 


 Puriving pleaſure thro! variety. 


Prepar'd to ſtart, about the noon of day, 
I thro* delightful! b Tetnal take my way ; 


Where, from the bank, the ſtranger firſt eſpies, 


In ample proſpect, W:lverham{ ton rife ; 


A thriving town, for arts Vulcanian fam'd, 


And from its foundrels, good © /Yalfrune nam'd. 


b A village near 7Tolverb 21;pton, 


id Ulfrunt, or Wulf une, wile to the duke of Nat: bamptor, fourd- 1 


ed the town, Anno 996. 
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SEVERAL OCCASIONS. y 


Hence thro' the Wergs I paſs, and view the ſeat 1, 
Whoſe maſter won new greatneſs from retreat z 
Exchanging buſy crouds and empty ſhow, 

For the trueJoys that from religion flow, 
Maſing, alone, I travell'd ſlowly on, 

And came to Shiffnal with the ſetting ſun, 

With morn's returning light my courſe renew'd, 
Of Briggs © and Anſley * the fair ſeats I view'd. 
But now the welkin ſable clouds deform, 

And driz'ling miſts prognoſticate a ſtorm. 
Among rude coal-mines, in a miry way, 

{ feel the fury of a winter's day : RR 
Howl the fierce winds, in floods deſcends the rain, 
And ſudden lakes o'erflow the dreary plain : 
Devious to Wellington my ſteps 1 bent, 

And o'er a glaſs th' inclement ev'rung ſpent. 

As freſh, as beauteous, and as mild as ay, 
Arole the morning of the enſuing day ; 

My hoſteſs Zantippe I left with haſte, 

And cloſe beneath the far-ſeen JYreatin paſt. 


« Wretteſlry, the ſeat of the Rev. Sir Richard Wrotteſl:y, Bart, 
© Sir Huzb Briggs, fem Arn:ley, Eſc; both in the neigh 
bourhood of ©}! nal, | 
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To Wreakin's top, e&er Photbus mounts the ſkies, 
Often the anxious peaſanr turns his eyes 

in early ſpring—If low'ring clouds hang ronnd, 
He ſees, in thought, his fature harveſt drown'd, 
And inly pines—Bnt if the ſkies are clear, 

And tipt with gold the ſmiling hill appear, 

His raviſh'd {ancy paints a proſp'rous year, 
Hence, on the road, the ſ{tranger's curious eye 


Is ever charm'd with new variety, 


Romantic Upton *®, Haman's lofty wood, 
And all the vale where wanders Ternes flood. 
Ar Atcham ®, Terne with Sabrine joins, 

And to the Cambrian ſtream its charge reſigns. 
Now to my mind the founding clock recalls, 
Falltaff's brave deeds beneath Salopia's walls !, 
Egregious hero ! ſtill in every age, 
He claims diſtinion on Br itannia's fiage. 
_ With penſive pleaſure, Shrewſd"ry, I ſurvey 
Thy cates and bulwarks, awful in decay ; 

The village cf '/p'on, with its white abbey, under Haman bill, 


oy 
hk Atchbom. four miles tirom Sor <vſbury, 
' 1 See Soak jjrar's [ery the Forth, 
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SEVERAL OCCASIONS, yg 
| Rais'd by Adontgerery * in the time of yore, 
A chict, who came with Nurman William o'er, 
Faſt by the gliding ſtream, where graceful rows 
Of ſpreading trees, a beanteous walk compoſe !. 
What bliſs to rove ! here oft” the love-{mit ſwain 
Reveals his anguiſh, nor reveals in vain ; 
So ſweet the ſcene, inſenfibly it charms 
The 1oul to love, and ev'ry doubt difarms. 
Ah, lov'd Lucinda ! in theſe ſhades reclin'd, 
Thy ſhepherd ſure might win thee to be kind. 
Now with a guide (tor who would rove alone, 
Where manners, cuſtoms, languape are unknown) 
Thro' the fam'd gate o'er which Llowellin ftands ®, 
Gracing the frontier of his raviſh'd lands ; 
As inclination leads, I vent'rous go 
O'er rocks, heaths, plains, and mountains clad 
- with ſnow. 

Here Malugetoar * to the Ikies aſcends, 
And Breden ® dreadful o'er its baſe impends, 

k Roger de Montgomery Was a ncar relation of the Conqueror ; In 


ols maimed ſtatue of this great man is Rtill to be feen in the abbey 
church or Shrewſbury (by him founded) with an inſcription giving 
a large account of Gim, | | 
| The Quarry, one of the fineſt walks in England, 
m Over the Welch-gate 18 an old ſtatue, ſupvoſed to be of Ll:ewelliy, 
the laſt Welch prince. See Heylin, Cambaren, &c. 


a 0 Welch mountains on the borders of Af, 7omvhy ſhire, 


The 
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The daws loud ſcreaming haunt its craggy top, 

| Where clamb'ring goats its wither'd herbage crop. 
When Latian arms were fated to ſubdue, 

And thro' the trembling world Rome's eagles flew 3 
Theſe lofty mounds their daring flight reſtrain'd, 
And Britons here in native freedom reign'd. 

Not far from hence a doubtful trace remains | 

Of Offa's dyke ?, ſtill ſhewn by neighb'ring {wains, 
Thro' ever-blooming meads (which far excell 
Whate'er romances of Arcad:a tell) 

Silver Sabrina, gently winding runs, 

Diſpenſing plenty to our hardy ſons 

Now thro' a tract all comfortleſs we ſtray, 


Where hills, dales, bogs and ſtreams obſtrutt x 


__ the way, 
And thorny woods impervious to the day. 
At length we reſt, and fee Ver nuvia's lood 4 
Roll o'er rough rocks, whereonce Mathraval ſtood, 
A royal city erſt of Britifh kings”, 
Behold what changes time revolving brings ! 


P It is called by the natives Ciydd Offa ; the ftory is well known, 
* The river Yernu, 


T They were kings of that part of Fa/es which was antiently 
called Potwyſs, See Heyitn's Coſmography, | 


_ Now 
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SEVERAL OCCASIONS. rx 


Now icarce a wreck of all its pomp remains, 

The {wain ploughs thoughtleſs o'er demoliſh'd fanes. 
What pure, what true delight, a thoughtful mind 
Among theſe wild, yet awtul ſcenes muſt find ! 
When late in filent pomp the ſilver moon 


High in the ſpangled arch unclouded ſhone 


When the pale light the proipect round diſplay'd, 
Alone and penfive o'er the fields I {tray'd. 
Which way ſoe'er I turn'd my wond'ring eyes, 
Fills heap'd on hills in bright contuſion rife. 
Their chryſtal ſummits of pellucid ſnow, 
Reſplendent, ſeem among the ſtars to glow. 
Diſpers'd beneath, the vales o'crſhadow'd lie, 
Whence duſky vapours lowly monnt the ſky. 
Here purling riv'lets ſweetly fall, and there 
Down dathing cataradts aſtound the ear. 
The birds of night excurſive hover ronnd, 


And ſavage howlings thro' the woods refound. 


The peaſant herc enjoys the meaneſt lot ; 

Coarſe are his meals, and homely is his cot, 

In fable tube, not quite four inches long, 

He ſmokes mundungus vile—mean while his tongue 
Endleſs 


| 
| 
| 
| 
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Endleſs narration holds ; ſtrange tales he tells, 


Of Arthur's deeds, and Merlin's magic ſpelis z 
Of ſtately-caſtles by enchantment arade, 

And monſtrous giants that on carnage prey'd=: 
Of peerlefs beauties, and puiſtant knights, 
Ghoſts, witches, fairies, tournaments and fights. 
Thence to his pedigree he turns the lore, 

And proves his high deſcent from times of yore. 
From kings of high renown or herocs ſprung, 
Whole brave exploits the Druids whilom tung. 
In this cold region, this untertile ſoil, 

The harveſt ſcarce repays the ploughman's toil 
The blaſted mountains, and the naked rocks, 
But juſt with life ſuſtain the climbing flocks ; 
Yet here old honeſty, devoid of art, 

And gen'rous love ſprings native in the heart, 
Here health, content, and temp'rance cloſe ally'd, 
With ſmiling mirth eternally reſide, 


_ Ev'n here the muſe a while for eaſe retir'd, 


Attempt to ſing, by gratitude inſpir'd ; 
'Tho' weak her voice, th” attempt is not in vain, 


If yor, my friend, approve ber humble rain, 
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SEVERAL OCCASIONS. Kr 


THE 
Race of the MAIDS. 


N humble youth to vulgar labours bred, 

Unikill d in verſe, in c/affic books unread, 
In rural ſhades his artleſs numbers tries, 
And on a rural theme his mule employs. . 
Nor fit for nobler talks —bur if thro' time, 
Her note refines and riſes more ſublime ; 
Thou, dear Lucinda ! ſhalt my lays engage, 
And charm as now in all tucceeding age. 


Hear $9wwa's fount, which thro' $:afordian plains 


Glides clear and {mooth, ſalubrious to the {wains, 


Extends a ſpacious elevated ground *, 
With peaſants, cots and flocks abundant crown'd.. 
From hence, fair Sygnal*, thy tall row'rs are ſeen, 


Amid the fir-groves of unfading green, 


Thrice happy ſeat ! ſecur'd of future fame, 


"Enobled by illaſtrious- Campbe!l's name. 


« Opfley Hay, | : 
b Sugnal, the ſcat of the cor! of Breada/'n, near R;c'tjball in 
Staffardſpire , 
pn On: 
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On this fair plain, to welcome in {weet May, 
The lads and laiſes annual gambols play. 
Forgetting all the year's revolving toils, 
While roſy health auſpicious on them ſmiles. 
Here Hodge eſſays to toſs the pondrous bar, 


And Robin \lings the rounded coit afar, 


Others their ſwittneſs in the race diſplay, 

And others dextrous with tough cudgels play ; 
Pleas'd while the {miling fair their manhood view, 
At ev'ry ſmile their vigour does renew. 

Now whea the ſun rolls down the weſtern ſky, 
And lengthning ſhadovrs mark the ev'ning nigh 


Join'd hand in hand the choſen pairs advance, 


And on the flow'ry turf in ruſtic meaſures dance 


To uncouth muſic, which ſome hoary ſwain 


With lab'ring elbow does from bagpipe ſtrain. 
Delightful ſcenes ! in which T once had part, 


(And till the dear remembrance warms my heart) 


When with the flocks I frequent ſpent the day, 


Myſelf as blithe and innocent as they. 


"was then that Puftorella (noble dame!) 
To grace our paſtimes coudeſcending came. 
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(So beauty's goddeſs left the realms above 


To viſit ſhepherds in th' [dalian grove) 
High on a chaile, with milk-white courſers drew, 


The fair was plac'd the various croud to view. 
The various croud, cloſe preſling, round her ſtand, 
When thus ſhe ſpoke, and graceful wavy'd her hand, 
Stand forth, ye maids that in the race are ſkill'd, 
And try who wins the honours of the field. 

The race ſure none will venture to deſpiſe, 
Running's an old and princely exerciſe, 

Nor ſhall ye for inglorious prizes ſtrive, 

But worthy you to gain, aad me to give, 

Twelve ſnowy fleeces ſhall the firſt obtain, 
Shorn from the largeſt ewes that graze the plain : 
A ſpinning-wheel the work of ſkilful hands 
Rewards the ſecond (in my bower it ſtands) 
Gloves for the third, the fourth a ribbon gay, 

So each that runs ſhall ſomething beage away, 
Firſt riſing to the race was Suſan ſeen, 

A ruddy virgin born at Chathill-green ©, 

A round-car'd cap with ſcarlet ribbons grac'd 
Adorn'd her head, blue ribbons bound her waiſt, 


© Chatkill, Blur, Stcks, &c, ares vidages in that part of the 
Then 
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Then Nell appear'd, a girl of moderate ſize, 


With brown com olection, and with ſparkling eyes: . 


Of lowly parentage, bred up at Blore, 
Among the barren heaths and foreſts hoar, 
White ribbons deck'd her gloſly raven hair, 
Nor did ſhe on her head a cov'ring wear. 
Her waiſt was with a yellow ribbon ty'd, 


'The gift of Hodge who woo'd her for his bride. 
"The next in order charming Sally came, 


Fair was her face, and finely turn'd her frame, 
The pride of Stoke, where gentle Ternt ſteals 

In filver mazes thro* the reedy vales. 

Her head was with a flow'ry chaplet crown'd, 
And with a ſpangled zone her waiſt was bound. 
Cyman her father (ative once and brave, 

But pally'd now and ſinking to the grave) 

Led on his daughter with paternal pride, 
Who'bluſt'd, and ſmil'd, and baſhfully comply'd. 
The laſt came Margery, furnam'd the tall, 
Fam'd for her ſize, and for her ſtrength withal, 
To wield the ſcythe, or ſwing the ſounding flaii, 
Few neighb'ring {wains in conteſt cou'd prevail, 


£ 
$ 
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Her native place in diſtant York/hire lay, 


Where Humber rolls impetuous to the fea, 


From whence retiring for ſome private woes, 


in lonely Chefwardine ſhe fought repoſe \F 
On Salep's confines, where in days of yore I | 


A ſilken handkerchict her temples bound, it 
And a plad ribbon did her waiſt ſucround, _ "I | 


A caſtle ſtood, but now it 13 no more, me il 
| 


* Old Hedgett now (the herald of the race} 
Points out the goal and cv'ry turning place. | iN 
Obſerve, Tays he, where yon white poſts appear 
Faſt by the ſand y margin of Cock Meer 4, 
{The ſame they are, if nought deceive your eye, | | 
| On which the fiſhers hang their nets to dry) 

Thoſe muſt ye paſs—then to the right-hand bend, 

And by the pathway tow'rds the Knzwt*® aſcend 

(Built by an honeſt ſwain in better days, 

Whole hoſpitality requir'd no praiſe, 


But well deſerv'd;) thence turn athwart the plain 
And come direttly to this tree again—— 


4 A beautiful lake of water a4oining to the plain, | 
© The Knoxwt 3s @ notgd farts on the other fide of the plain, - 
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The rivals now with emfllatioa glow, 
All ſtart together and away they go. 
Along the ſmooth campaia they fleetly bound, 
Scarce bend the pliant graſs, or touch th' unpriates 
ground, | 
Not {wifter on their downy pinions fly 
The ſportive {wallows thro” the azure ſky, 
[| In the mild ev'ning of a ſummer's day, 
| When weſtern Phe bus ſheds a golden ray. 
| b Sally and Margery with equal pace 
Ran de by fide, the leaders of the race ; 
Not far behind them follow'd Nel! and Sue, 
But ſprightly Nel! was foremoſt of the two. 
| And now they paſt the fiſher's poſts were goa”. 
When Madge jnvidiouſly threw Sall; down. 
Prone on the duft the lovely virgin lay, 


grain oo S- 


And half deſpair'd the honours of the day, 
Burt quick ſhe roſe—tears burſting from her eye:, 
And thus with rage and indignation cries ; 
Heavens ! ſhall that ſhameleſs bulk by wore 
ſucceed, 
And take a prize which feers'd for me decreed, 
| | Wih 
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With which 'T hop'd my little ſtore t' encreaſe, 
And add new honours to my father's race : 
No—rather let me dying prefs the plain ; 
Then ſtraining ev'ry nerve ſhe ſprung amain. 
$0 ſkims a leveret o'er the morning dew, 
Which, deep-mouth'd hounds in eager chace purſue, 
While hope of life at fight of covert nigh, 
_ And fear of death redoubled ſpeed ſupply. 
And here, O Muſe ! in faithfal numbers tell 
How vig rous ſtrove the Chetkil maid and Nell, - 
As up the pathway furiouſly they ſweep, 
How cloſely in each other's ſteps they keep ! 
And now involv'd in clouds of rifing duſt 
The rapid racers to the fight are loſt ; 
And now again appearing full in view, 
 Noground is gain'd by Ne! or loſt by Se. 
As of a chariot, that outſtrips the wind, 
The wheels before-and thole that run behind 
Whirl with an equal {wiftneſs o'er the plain, 
And at an equal diſtance {tili remain : 
So ran the maids—the rais'd ſpectators gaze 
In mind ſuſpended whom they moſt ſthou'd praiſe, 

| C.-2 | Hard 
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Hard on the heels of Margery they preſs, 
She, panting, now begins to donht ſucceſs, 
Yet ſtrives to hinder the advance of Nel, 


When from her hips her looſaed garments cl}. 


A ſudden laughter burſt from all the throng, 
To ice her drag her fluttring coats along ; 


Which while ſhe ſtrives to gather up in haſte, 


_ Oe ow 
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| Exulting by recover'd Sally paſt. 


Thro' opening ranks ſhe onward glowing preſt, 
| And ſtood vittorious at the goal confeſt, 

Loud ſhouts applauſive rent the ambient ſky, 
And ecchos did from all the dales reply. 


Now to'the lady in her bow'r of tate 
The maids were led, and ſhar'd a gen'rous treat, 
To each ſhe did impartial kindneſs ſhew, 
| And gave them praiſes and rewards as due. 
| 1 "Twelve ample fleeces were 20 Sally giv'n, 
= White as the ſnow which by the winds is driven, 
| The ſpinning-wheel did Nelh's prize become, 
And Hedze afliſted her to bear it home, 
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DrscR1PT10N of the MORNING. 


Y dear [ucinda now the door unbar'd, 
And ſoftly ſighing led me thro' the yard, 
Then whiſper'd thus, © O Cleophi/ be true, 
© Think what this night hath paſs'd—adieu—- 


adicu !” 


** Doubt not ſweet love,” I preſs'd her hard and 
| ſaid, 
50 parting with regret ftole home to bed—— 


For bright Aurora leading in the morn, 
5 With roly bluſhes did the eaſt adorn ; 


Sad Philomel gave o'er her plaintive ſtrains, 


And larks aroſe from off the dewy plains. 


With ſprightly notes exulting on the wing, 


While tinches did on ev'ry bramble ſing, 
!n yonder miſty lawn the lowing ox, 
Call'3 waking eccho from her cavern'd rocks, | 
Whoſe mimic voice did thro' the vallies rove, 
&nd dy'd av length within th* adjacent grove, 
= C3 The 
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The golden glow-worm that at Curfex ſhone 


Among the herbs, was faded now and gone. [| 
A gentle breeze began to curl the ſtreams, 


And jocund hinds came whiſtling with their teams — | 
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BARDOLPH and TRULLA. 
In Imitation of Hor act and Lyvia. 


BARDOLPH, 
RULL A, while I thy love enjoy'd, 
Nor aay of the *iwads beſide, 
With you might toy and Kits ; 
Not George himſelf in all his ſtate, 
And all his pow'r, was half fo great, 
| Nor taſted half ſuch bliſs, 


| TRULIA, 
Bardolph, while I poſſeſt your love, 
Nor AZgey atter whom you rove, 
Was prais'd and treated more ; 
l, Trulla (thro' the camp eſteem'd) 
Myfelf a greater lady deem'd, 
| Than madam Pompadour, . 


» $928, 1 cant word for @ ſoldier, 
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BARDOLPH, 

But now I doat on Mopyy fair, 

ll Who ſweetly ſings Aboon Traquaiy, 

} | | And Bonny Gilderoy ; 

RN Delicious wench ! for her I'd go . 

| Among the fierceſt of the foe ; 

For her I'd freely die. 


TRULLA. 
Spruce Tom, the ſon of ſerjeant Kite, 
Is now py foul's intire delight, 
(The lad that beats the drum) 
I ſwear, if ſo the fates decreed, 
My heart a thouſand times ſhould bleed, 
To fave the life of Tom, 


BARDOLPH. 


Huſſey, ſuppoſe that you and I, 
Shquld once again each other try, 


And lovingly unite ; 
Jf I ſhake off the Highland laſs, 
With whom my am'rous hours I pals, 
Will you the drummer flight ? 
TRVLL4. 
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TRULIA, 
'Tho' he, ſweet lad, was always kind, 


And you as faithleſs as the wind, 
(Poor yielding creature) I 


« Ofer hills and dales, and far away” 
Along with you, my dear, would ftray 
With you I'd live and die, 
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The POET new cloathed.. 
AB ALE L.A 


I. 
WAY, ye vile ſlaves, pack hence, and be 
gone, | 
Or elſe by Apollo, bamboo ſhall come down ; 
Confuſion, ye varlets, what's here to be done ? 


T'll make ye to tremble whenever I frown. 
Zounds ! do ye not fee, 
How gaudy I be, 

The pride of tie bells and the envy-of beaux ; 
Egad you ſhall know it, 
For ſurely no poet, 

Has cver before been bleſs'd with new cloaths. 


1" 
My ſonnets, my catches, my odes, my lampoons, 
That lately were danin'd, and the author alto, 
Will now be applauded, and ſet to new tunes, 


_ And ſung at the playhouſe, by F/ildgrand Lowe. 
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No more will I ſneak, 


And fearfully ſpeak, 
Leſt coftee-houſc critics ſhould ſnap off my noſe; 


For all will be witty, 
Ingenious and pretty, 
The bays are my own, now I've got ſome new 


cloaths. 


Hi. 
Clarinda the charming, AZelija the gay, _ | 14 
* Fair Chloe, bright Phillis, and wi nymphs | 
more, 
That late have rej:Cted my languiſhing lay, 
All now, in their turns, ſhall bleed and adore, 


| For never had wit, 
The power to hit, 
The heart of a woman, like ghitering hows; 
No more ſhall I teaze em, 
But always ſhall pleaſe * em, | 
Adonis and I, now I've got ſome new cloaths, 
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How fooliſh thole mor tals that are not content 


When fortune allows them a competent ſtate ! 


Since this js a life that will quickly be ſpent, 


Aud none upon earth can be happy compleat. 


; | What tho' I want coin, 


Ill never repine, 


(Tis) one of a bard's 6 Kerviry woes ;) 
'Then fill up the'glals, 
And about let it pals, 
A. fig for the reſt, now I've got {foms new 
cloaths, . 
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F thou thy fortune would'ſt increaſe, 
Firſt learn to love, and live in peace 3 
The bane of ſocial bliſs is ſtrife, | 
Bnt friendſhip is the balm of lite, 


A flight of rooks did once agree, 
To build together on a tree ; 
And ſwore with mutual love and amity, 
To ſhare each bleſſing or calamity ; 
In one republic to combine, 
And all their neſts together join 
Which by that means wou'd be more warm, 
And ſtronger to endure a ftorm :_ 
Each member, pleaſed and content, 
To work aſſiduouſly went, 
And ſearch'd the hamlet round to had, 
Materials of ev'ry kind-; 
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Not one that wiſh'd or a{k'd for more, 
Than to enrich the public ſtore ; 

And while they held to this condition, 
The work went on with expedition 
But ſuch, alas! is mortal ſtate, 

How prone to change the will of fate ; 
The rooks now quarrell'd and fell out, 
No one con'd tell what 'twas about ; 
By ſloth and avarice excited, 

They wou'd no longer be united, 

But, like a-crew of churliſh elves, 
Wou'd every one build by themſelves : 
The maxim's now, cheat as chat can, 
(A maxim much in vogue with man :) 
*T was NOW no Gn to rob and {teal ; 


They ſought not for the commonweal : 


While ſome on ſable pin:ons ſtretch'd, 
From far and near materials fetch'd, 
ColleCting, with induſtrious care, 
Sticks, clay, and roots, and wool, and hair ; 
Others at home would lurking ſtay, 
And pufer both the ſticks and clay, 
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Hence often deſp'rate brawls aroſe, 


And anger heighten'd into blows ; 
Each party ſorely maul'd and bruis'd, 
No work goes on, all are contus'd ; 
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Naught but reproaches, taunts and jars, 
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Hoſtilities, and civil wars, 


Do now exiſt, ——At length a rook 
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Time to conſider matters took ; 
Well weigh'd the caſe, and to the reſt 


(Silence proclaim'd) his ſenſe expreſs'd. 


<VaEoen oe oe wenn ear, 


Neighbours and friends, while thus we ſtrive, 
it i3 impoſlible to thrive 
For here you {ee that one pulls down 
The other's neſt to build his own ; 
The other, to regain his rights, 
Continual feuds and jars eXCItes 3; 


 Reciprocally thus perplexing, 
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Perpetually each other vexing, 


The building is quite laid afide, 


Where we might better be employ'd; 
I beg, for ev'ry member's ſake, 
You wou'd from me this counſel take, 
de, Let 
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Let animoſities now ceaſe, 

And learn t1 love, ard live in peace 3 

Be all united as before, 


| Strive to enrich the public ſtore, 


Be ſpeedy to cach other's aid, 
You'll find your Jabours twice repaid 
The ſeaſon now is nearly ſpent, 


Perhaps too late we may repent. 


Thus finith'd the ſagacious rook, 
They all agreed, his counſel took, 

(The terms 'tis needleſs to repeat) 
And lo ! their neſts are ſoon compleat 
Their eggs are hatch'd, and their young fry 
With vig'cous pinions mount the ſky, 


ON 
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| 
APPY the man, whom heav'n ordains 
To tune the ſlender oaten reed ; 


And cn his own paternal plains 
A flock to feed. 


II, 
He ne'er, by wild ambition led, 
Sweats in the duſty field of war ; 
Nor ſeeks the paths of fame to tread, 
og Which dang'rous are. 


- ME; 
But under ſome green tree reclin'd, 
Cloſe by a fountain's low'ry ſide, 
To carve upon the tender rind, _ 


Is all his P! ide. 
IV, 
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Sweet Roſa.inda's pleaſing name 


On ev'ry neighb'ring tree is found ; 
| And with ſweet Ryſalinda's fame 
[ The woods refound. 


ow 
i Bleſt, that in innocence and love, 


|  Enſtrang'd to envy, care and ſtrife, 
| _ With on pleaſures can improve : 
Each hour of life. 


#1 May this propitious lot be mine; 

|  Retir'd, thus let me ſpend my days, 
E $0 ſhall my ſongs, ye pow'rs divine, 
j x Yaur bounty praiſe, 


HORACE 
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HORACE Booxl. ODE XXII. | 
IMITATED FROM | 

An ENGLISH TRANSLATION. | 
INSCRIB'D TO 


JOSEPH the MILLER, 


AT 


TOLL-FREE MILL: 
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N honeſt fellow, duſty F.e, 


% Is fence againſt his grimmeſt foe ; 


_ 


He nceds no Tom a Beslam's club, 


To guard his bacon like a ſcrub. 
WE 

V/hether he trudge o'er Delamere, | 

Or climb the peak of Derby/re ; | 

Or thro' the fens of Lince!n ſtray, | 

Or by the Derwent ſhape his way. | 

_ lM, 
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| For when 1 roved down the dale, 

Ar ſmiling Sy.via was my tale, 

A ftag, the maddeſt of the herd, 

Became a cade, and ſtood and ſtar'd. 


IV. 
So huge a beaſt, I'll vouch on oath, 
With horns of ſuch a may-pole growth, 
In Sherwood brakes was never {een, 


Nor in the folds of George-a-Green *. 


* © 
Bind me upon the devil's arſe, 


With oatcake ſhort, and fuel ſcarce ; 
Where fern and goſs can hardly grow, 
And froſty winds and tempeſts blow : 


VL 
On ugly Skiddow's topmoſt crag, 
Where clouds their ſnowy burthens drag, 
The thonghts of lovely ſmiling S)/ 
Shall make me blithe and chearful Kill. 


4 George-a-Greon, (ſays Mr. Bailey) was that famous Pindar of 
Wak:f:!4 who fo. ht with Rebin Hood and Little Fobn, and got the 
Letter cf them, | 
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HORACE Book Il. ODE XIV. 


IMITATED FROM 


An ENGLISH TRANSLATION. 
INSCRIB'D Tf 


JOSEPH the MILLER, 
; | F YN 


TOLL ML. 


i: 
EAR 72, the years whirl on apace, 
| Nor can we {iy their mad caprice, 
Whatever tricks we play ; 
Time prints thy brow with wrinkles deep, - 
Neath haſtens with his ſeyrhe to {weep 


Each mother's child away. 


| Ii. 
He meets us with a ſcornful grin, 


And marches on thro” thick avd thin, 
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In ſpite of all our pow'r : 
The king, the miller, and the ſlave, 
Are deem'd alike to fill the grave, 
And find a fatal hour, 


Hl. 
What tho' we ſhun the ſickly foys, 
'That riſe among the lowland bogs, 
Nor venture out to ſea ? 
What tho' where ſhouting troops engage, 
And death appears in tenfold rage, 
The coward runs away ? 
IV. 
Still, ſtill the foe is at his back, 
And hunts him thro' the winding track, 
Where'er he trembling flies ; 
And where his coming leaſt he fears, 
Among the ſtraw, o'er head and cars, 
The ragamuthi dies, 
- Ee. { 
Muſt we then leave theſe joys behind ? 
My duſty fciend no longer grind, 
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And whiſtle in his mill ? 
To loving wife and prattling bearns, 
And all our family concerns, | 
Alas ! a long farewel. 


VL 
A graſſy turf, with ofiers bound, 


Shall be our only portion found, 
Of all that here we have ; 

And as we into duſt decay, | 

Our ſpendthrift heirs ſhall dance the hay, 
And gambol o'er our grave. 


5 the Oo "OF I. ES 
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BiRTHn of a BRoTHhneR?®. 


INCE thou into the world art come, 
Foes ſhan't fuggeſt I grudge thee room ; 
Rarher, applauding friends ſhall fay, 
That well I wiſh thee ev'ry way : 
Or long or ſhort thy earthly race, 
I wiſh that God may pive thee grace ; 
Next unto this, I wiſh thee health, 
Which is the greateſt worldly wealth ; 
Of ſolid ſenfe I wiſh thee Nore, 
(But too much wit may keep thee poor ;) 
I] wiſh thee profitable learning, 
In honeſt arts ro be diſcerning ; 


I wiſh thee evermore thy freedom, 


I wiſh thee friends, but ne'er to need 'em ; 


# The author's firſt produQtion the 157th year of bis age, 1751» 


- 


I with 
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wiſh thee too a good poſſeſſion, | 
{A wife I leave to thy diſcretion ; 
TI with thee long to live—in fine, 
A kinder fate by far than mine. 
And when the final trump ſhall ſound, 


I wiſh thy foul with glory crown'd. 


SON (s 
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Bo 
CY NTHIO, what, art thou a lover ? 
That's indeed a wretched cale ; 
What a-duce can'ſt thou diſcover 
In young Arabella's face ? 
Docs the haughty damſel pleaſe thee, 
While ſhe always frowns to teaze thee ? 


Hl. 
Prithee, why ſo pale a phantom ? 

Thou alas ! may'ſt well deſpair 
Women want not ghoſts to haunt 'em, 
But the ſprightly debonnair : 
Swains that evermore can {mug 'em, 
Kiſs, embrace, and kindly hug 'em. 


Cynthio, hear, and be adviſed, 
(From obſervance I am wile) 
Fair-ones ever have deſpiſcd 
© That poor ſlave that weeps and ſighs : 


Brinz 
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Bring good- - humour, wit and breeding, 
There's no danger of ſucceeding, | 


DERELEENSEELRSESTSESEESESE SES STS 


E-P-1 G0:-R AM. 
Tt facultics alike in man and wife, 
Can happineſs infure t' a marry'd life, 
Meopfa, (a creature void of wit and taſte) 
With Colm | Join d will ny be bleſt. 
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N the primroſy bank of a murmuring ſtream, 


Pajirra fat ſinging, and I was her theme ; 


_ While charm'd with her mnfic, behind a green buſh, 


I liften'd, and heard the ſweet tale with a bluſh, 


TE. Gs 
Of all the young ſhepherds that pipe on the reed, 
Tis D:mzn alone I can fancy indeed ; 
Tho' I tel! him I value him not of a ruſh, 
Yet ſurely I love him, or why do I bluſh ? 


fl, 


When he went to-the groveat the top of the hill, 


_ (it was the laſt May, | remember it fill,) 


Ke brought me a neſt of young linnets quite fluſh, 


And I the kind preſent receiv'd with a bluſh. 


IV. 
Whenever we meet, he does ſimper and ſmile, 
And i tecin as I did not oblerve him the while ; 
s Wien 
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When he offers to kiſs me, I give him a puſh, 
And can't you be eaſy? I cry with a bluſh. 


| V. 
One Sunday he came to invite me to walk, 


And down in the meadows of love was our talk ; 
He call'd me his deareſt, —nay, Damon, be huſh, 
There's ſomebody coming, {aid I with a bluſh. 


| VI, 
My mother ſhe chides when I talk of the {wain, 
And forbids me to go to the meadows again 
Howe'er, for his {ſake I will venture a bruſh, 


For love him I do, I confeſs with a bluſk. 


VIL. | 
Thus warbled the fair, and my heart leap'd with joy, 
While ſhe little thought that her Damon was nigh ; 
But chancing to ſpy me behind the green buth, 
She ended her ſong, and aroſe with a bluſh. 
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Farmer's Wirs and the Turkeys: 
A FAYLE 


Written for the EnTErRTAINMENT of the 
UNMARRIED L.aDits. 


I. 


\ Cons D, Ardeita, by thy charms, 
_ Poor young Dorlas lies ; 
His cure alone is in your arms, 


| The bleeding ſhepherd cries, 


I. 
Haſte, lovely nymph, your conqueſt crown, 
Whilſt life is in irs prime ; 


My Qory read, without a frown, 


And reaſon leara from rhyme. 
5M 


A farmer's wife, (io goes the tale, 
Her name, I think, was Marget ) 
A pair of turkeys took for ſale, 
One Saturda; to market. 
| | [V. 
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IV, 
The fouls were wond'rous plump and fat, 
For Goody late and early, 


It ſeems, had fed them at the gate 
_ With ſtore of wheat and barley. 


V. 


She met a man upon the road 
That proffer'd her a noble, 
And to releaſe her of her load, 
Without all further trouble. 
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VI. 
But hoping that ſuch dainty ware 
Wou'd fetch the other teſter, 
She jogg'd full trot upon her mare, 
And ſcorn'd him ag a jeſter. 
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vi. 
But as ſhe in the market ſtood, 


«4 
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Among the people dealing 
A poult'rer came that lik'd her brood, 
And fairly bid fix ſhilling. 


VII. 
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Marry ! quoth ſhe, friend, long before 
A bidder has outdone ye, 

I know my fowls will ſell for more, 


So turn'd away his money, 


"IK - 


Anon, a third wow'd give a crown, 


Which angry ſhe refuſed ; 
But mark, 'ere long the inn went down, 


——My dame was now confus'd, 


X. 


Unwilling to become a game, 


Her neighbours jeers to ſtifle, 
She bargain'd with the next that came, _ 
| And ſold them for — a trifle, —_ 


FP 1.6 KA; AM; 


FIGELLUS, with infinite labour and pains, 


Writes verſes to ſhew he has wit ; 


| But truly, I think, it wou'd argue more brains, 
This idle employment to quit. 


THE 
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THE 
Shepherd's Morning $ o n 6. 


I. 
: 'ON ev'ry brake 
; The dew-drops ſhake ; 
The lark ſprings from the lawn, 
| And fills the {ky 


With melody, 
To hail the roſy dawn. 


IT, 
Hark ! in yon grove, 
The gurgling dove 
lavites his mate to play 3 
My pretty lambs 
Skip round their dams, 
All, all, is glad and gay. 


E | Ii. 
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Thus free from care, 
We ſhepherds are, 
While kipgs contend for ſway ; 


{18 With crook and reed, 
| Our flocks we feed, 


And are more kings than they. 
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Iruis and ANAXERET E. | 
In Imitation of Ov 1 o. 


FE? ev'ry beautcous nymph that's cruel, 

(Such nymphs there be, I know it too well,) 
This antique tale 1s wrote, to prove 
T he dire effects of ſighted love. 


OT —ISpoQ_ OC Ot A. rn. Ie, a _. — WD 
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_ Young J1phis, of extraftion mean, 
Born in 2 cottage on the plain, 
Fair Anaxerete had view'd, 
Sprung from renowned Prercy's blood. 
Her father lord of all the pariſh, 
A worthy wight, but ſome lay queeriſh, 


_— —— — — — — — ——_ : 
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 Reſided on his own eſtate, 
At Grange, the old paternal feat ; 
Fam'd in the north for Brittfh cheer, 
Good powder'd beet and humming beer. 


Soon did the noble maid inſpire 
The gentle youth with ſoft deſire ; 
2 But 
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But conſcious of his lowly ſtation, 

Long time he ſtruggled with his paſſion ; 
Fearful to aſk the haughty fair, 

| | And yet unable to forbear. 


li Ah ! well-a-day, unhappy ſwain ! 


i (So wou'd he ſilently complain, ) 


| What hope have I to win a lady © ; 
| | So highly born, ſo rich, io gaudy ? 
| | As well the chirping ſparrow may, 
1 | _ Perch with an e&aglet on the ſpray : 
If at her feet 1 pour my grief, 
| | Reveal my pangs, and beg relief, 
F | Contemptuouſly ſhe'll ſpurn-me thence, | 
1 | With mon/ter, creature, impudence ! 
As guilty of the worſt offence ; 
Tho! witneſs, all ye pow'rs divine ! 
Never was flame ſo pure as mine. 
| [n vain] court the plains for eaſe, 
; My nibbling flocks no longer. pleaſe ; 
| My once-lov'd bagpipes lie to rot, 
| _ My R:bin- Hoods are all forgot : 


| | Amon 
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| Among the lonely rocks I mourn, 


Dejected, heartleſs, and forlorn, 


Yet fay, for why this deep deſpair ? 


She may be kind as well as fair, 


And thoſe ignoble more than 1 


Have been preferr'd, or ſtories lie ; 


That fay court Madams, in all ages, 


Have granted favours to their pages ; 


7 he young, the gay, the ſprightly blades, 
Without exception pleaſe the maids ; 
And reaſon ſeems, methinks, to plead, 


A taithful lover may ſucceed. 


Now, firſt the lad employ'd his care. 
To civilize his buthy hair ; 
Politely placed a comb before, 
And curls at either temple wore. 


(We need not mention in this cafe 


His painful vigils at the glaſs : 


And time would fail to repreſent - 


Wn 


The powder and pomatum ſpent. 


E 3 | .- His 
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His clowniſh mien he caſt aſide, 

The downward look, the ſhambling ſtride, 
The awkward bow, the ruſtic voice, 

Were all corrected in a trice : 


He cock'd his beaver, black'd his ſhoes. 
And *faith—appear'd exceeding ſpruce : 
A country {mart about nineteen, 


The down began to ſhade his chin. 


Thus, ev'ry ſabbath day I ween, 
He was at public worſhip ſeen : 
Diſtinguiſh'd from the vulgar crowd, 
By reading prayers and colle&ts loud, 
And, as learn'd authors make remark, 
In ſingipg pſalms excell'd the clerk ; 
But here I'll not conceal a truth, | 
For Iphis, like our modern youth, 
Obterv'd his charmer's looks and motions, 
More cloſely than his own devotions ; 

Perhaps he ſeeming, unaware, 

| Wou'd {mile and fimper on the fair ; 
Or ſhot ſometimes a random glance, 
For lovers by like {teps advance. 


Nor 
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| Nor did our ſhepherd aught neglect, 
To purchaſe miſtreſs Anne's reſpet ; 

For waiting-maids the ſtage aſfuree, 

Are always agents in amours ; 

And who deſigns to fteal a fortune, 

Muſt bribe the jade behind the curtain : 

Her apron ev'ry morn he fill'd 

With dainty muſhrooms from the held, 

Or brought her fiſhes, which he took 

By angling in th' adjacent brook. 

Good miſtreſs Anxe promote my ſtit,--- 

And then he heap'd her lap with fruit ; 

Pray give her ladyſhip this letter, 

i'm evermore your humble debtor ; 
Pleaſe to accept this little lamb, 


I lately wean'd it from the dam. 


Thus he eſſay'd her love to gain. 
But all was bootleſs, all was vam; 
His plaintive lines, with ſcornful ire, 
She rent, and threw 'em in the fire; 
Admir'd the boy cou'd be ſo brazen, 
As, who might dare her face to gaze on ? 
E 4: 
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Shall he, not worth to wipe my clogs, 
Bred up amongſt the ſtinking bogs, 

A ſlave that wants a groat, ſhall he 
Addreſs his filthy love to me ? 
Prodigious, ſha:king ! 1 declare it ; 
Heav'n grant me patience ! who can bear it ? 
Thus wou'd ſhe daily rant and rail, | 
(Some womens clappers never fail.) 
Poor Arne went near to loſe her place, 
For intermeddling in the caſe. 


Now, at the early dawn of day, 
'Ere Phebus did his beams diſplay, 
The wretch beneath her window ſtands, 
Like pilgrim, holding up his hands ; 
And while the tears ran trickling down 
His bloodlcſs cheeks, he thus begun : 


Oh |! Anaxer ete, more. cold 
Than is the mountain ſnow, behold ! 
Since you refuſe to let me live, 
This final off ring which I give ; 
How oft, while all the village play'd, 
| Have I lamented ia the ſhade ; 


And 
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And while each other ſhepherd ſlept, 
Here on the pavement have I wept ; 


When dew-drops hung on all around, 


| 
' 
| 
| 


And fogs 2roſe from out the ground ; 
But what avails ? full well you know, 
And take a pleaſure in my woe; 


Hard-hearted woman ! what remains 


For me? There's nought—therc's nonght but pains. 


Diſtratted then (with grief I tell it) 
He ſnatch'd the girdle from his wallet, 
And flung it o'er a pear-tree bough 
That right againſt the window grew 
Then mounting tip-toes on a {tone, 


He breathed out a grievous groan, 
And ſprung into the fatal zone. 


Anon the people and him dead, 
And thro' the place the ſtory ſpread ; 
{n halle his frantic parents run, | 
To meet the body of their ſon ; 
And wrung their hands, and tore their hair, 


All filver'd g'er with age and care; 


Care 
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Care to provide a little ſtore 
For hopeful [phis—now no more. 


Three days they faſted, wail'd, and cry'd, 


Nor did their ſorrow yet f{ubſide ; 
But on the fourth, at ſetting ſun, 
His funeral obſequies begun ; 


Six neighbouring ſwains (his friends) were found, | 
To bear him to the filent ground, 


Their heads with yew and cypreſs crown'd ; 
Next after theſe the good old pair, 

Join'd hand in hand, attend the bier ; 
Behind came all the village train, 


Singing an elegiac ſtrain, 
Alack ! alas! is Tphis gone ? 
Alas ! like 1phis there was none ; 
For him, ah ! who can tears retrain, 
The ſweeteſt ſhepherd af the plain ? | ; 
Why was his light o'ercaſt ſo ſoon, 

Why did the ſun go down at noon ? 

As early flow'rs arc {mit with froſt, 

And all our fond expeQaance loſt, 
Bo Iphis tell, the peerlefs youth, 

Eſteem'd tor innocence and truth : 

Alack ! 


: 
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Alack ! alas! he's ever gone, 


Alas ! like Iphis, there was none, 


Thus through the melancholy throng, 
With ſolemn pace they mov'd along, 
When Anaxerete, tis told, 

By ſeveral writers new and old, 

(If we may uſe her own expretiion,) 
Came forth to laugh at the proceſſion : 
But as the corpſe drew near the place, | 
Tis hard to think ſo ſtrange a caſe,) 
Her limbs were barden'd as ſhe ſtood, 
And ſudden damps congeal'd her blood ; 
Her eyes were fix'd, her tongue was laid ! 
Her vital ſpirits quite decay'd, 

In ſhort, (to make no more ado,) 

She inſtantly a ſtatue grew, 

And to the pariſh church was ſent, 

To make herſelf 2 monument ; 

So fine, ſo maſterly a piece, 


You'd ſwear it came from antient Greece. 
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| They fay near 194 it ſtill remains, 


Well known to all the nymphs and ſwains, 
Who gambol ev'ry TFhit'un ale, 
And over their cups renew the tale. 
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I. 
TA HON and Phillis (lovers bot.) 
Went to the park one Swnday ; 
And joining hands, they made an oath, 


'To marry on the Mondoy. 


- I. 
The ſwain, awak« at break of day, 


Lay muling on love ſtories ; 


Then drefs'd himſelf, and ſlipp'd away, 


To church along with Ch/orzs. 


HI. 


The nymph, inform'd of what had paſt, 


Ne'er let her ſpirits falter; 
But call'd Philander up in haſte, 
And met them at the altar, 
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V. 
Exch willing pair the vicar bound 
In ſoft endearing ties ; 
The happy day a banquet crown'd, 
A prelude to new Joys. 


3-135 


. AIORND Ivo eons woe © ad 


SEVERAL OCCASIONS. 63 


THE. 
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[&GT N DA, ever moiſt obliging maid, 
Now vernal muſic thrills in ev'ry glade, 

| And blooming flow'rs on ev'ry bank are ſpy'd, 
Let us to Hagley take the promis'd ride 
Where buildings, fountains, viſta's, lawns, canals, 
Surpaſs whate'er romantic ſtory tells, 
Ak! think what bliſs in thoſe delightful bow'rs, 
With you, my fair, to ſpend th' auſpicious hours ! 
There may we {oftly breathe our tender loves, 
(So turtles woo, amid ſequeſter'd proves, ) 
Then think it not, in Cleopitl, amiſs, 
if on thy lips he kindly prints a kiſs ; 
Nor fear to truſt thy virtue in my arms, 
Qecurely guarded by thoſe awful charms 
Come let us hear the merry linnet {1ng, 
And fee the primroſe and the cowllip ſpring 3 

| Behold } 
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Behold ! the hawthorn hedges all are green, 
How ſweet, how pleaſant is the country ſcene ! 
Come, my Lucinda, let us haſte away, 

Time hurries on, and ſuffers no delay, 


Then let us, while 'tis ours, enjoy the preſent 
day, 
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a. 

-- AN 
OccASIONAL EPILOGUE;,, 
."IPOKREN AT © 
Wolverhampton, une 26, 28, July 1, 1754. 


After a great noiſe with'n, enter two players, /trug- 
rling with a third. | 
oo Firfl PLAYER. 
E T go, I fay, let go, you plaguy rogue ! 
/ Did we not promiſe them an epilogue ? 
Third PLAYER. 
Well, well, mad ſparks, pray carry on your joke, 
But you'll repent it when your heads are broke : 
You'd better be adviſed | 
ES Firft PlaAvyER. | 
——TZounds, get you gone ! [Exit 3d Player, 
| Sec:nd PLAYER, | 
Yes, come along, we'll face 'em ev'ry one : 
The thing may chance to pleaſe—— 


= This epilogue was given to a company of players, who met with 
litt]e encouragement on their firſt appearance at Wikverbamptor, 
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Firft PLAYER. 

| Or if it fail, 
Gameſters that loſe have always leave to rail. 
1 wonder how the town intends to ſerve us ? 
Second PLAYER, 

| Why, faith, l think they've all conſpir” fl to ſtarve vs, | 


Pirf PLAYER. 
To ſtarve us—Blockhead ! that's a likely matter, 
"Tis inconſiſtent with their known good-nature. 
' Your reaſon, Sir, for this fo odd ſuggeltion ? 
DRE Second PLAYER, 
| D'ye want a reaſon? aſk yourſelf the queſtion : 
Night after night about the houſe we dandle, 
And it we play, 


Firft PLAYER, 
We firſt muſt buy the candle. 
Second PLAYER, 
The gentry yet, have hardly ſhewn their {aCES. 
Firſt PLAYER, 
They take our bills ; 
Second PLAYER. 
But never ſend for places. 


Fir. 
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Firſt PLAYER, 
From whence proceeds this ſtrange unkindnefs, pray? 
Second PLAYER. 
That know not I tn 
Firfl Player. 
But what do people ſay ? 
Second PLAYER. 
Why, take a turn among the connoiſſeurs, 
You'll find them all at Bellamy's, or Moor's *, 
They'll give you information, 
| Foft PLAYER. 


Will they o ? 
'Tis late to night, to-morrow morn I'll go ; 


.4 


And with a pupil's diligence attend ; 
Whatever faults are nam'd, we'll ſtrive to amend : 
And cou'd we gain the favour of the town, 


[Turning to the Audience, 


How largely ſhou'd our gratitude be ſhewn : 
No arts, no means, no expences ſhou'd be ſ{par'd, 
Cou'd our endeavour meet with your regard : 

* Two polite publc-houſes in Wolyerbompron, 


F 2 We'd 
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' But (ſometimes we'll remit the tragic ſtrain, 
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We'd raiſe the Conqueror of the world again | 


And {weep the (tage with proud Roxana's train | 


 Czjar ſhou'd in the Reman ſenate fall, 
And guilty Macbeth terrify you all ! 


What youth ! what maid ! will not a tear beſtow, 


Of hapleſs Zultet, and her Romeo ? 
Second PLAYER, 


And throw aſide*the buſkin and the train, 

T” indulge with comedy your merry vein : 
Firfl PLAYER, 

To blazen vice, in all its hideous forms, 

To ſtrengthen virtue *gainſt oppoſing ſtorms z 

To pleaſe the young, the witty, and the fair, 

Shall ever be your humble ſervants care. 


| When we the heart-affeCfting ſtory ſhew, : 


; 
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A 


QUIBBLING EPILOGUE, 


In the CHARACTER of 


Written with a malicious D-fign 


Amin. NO -B::0:::D::Y; 


Spoken at WOLVERHAMPTON, Auguſt 30, 1754. 


E L L, Some-body, you ſee, at laſt is come, 


And N-body, I hope, is left at home; 


That frightful ſhadow wou'd have marr'd the joke, 


Had No-body been here, 
_ The devil an epilogue ſhou'd I have ſpoke. 


Ladies and gentlemen, pray note me well, 
1 hither come of certain wrongs to tell, | 
Which I have ſuffer'd, from that crazy noddy, 


You underſtand me now ? I mean —— N9-body ; 


F-3 An 
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An upſtart ſpark, that ſwaggers thro' the ſtreets, 
| And takes the wall of ev'ry one he meets ; 
| Does ev'ry where impoſe himſelf for me, 


| Talks much, thinks none, and cocks his hat— 
d'ye fee ? 


j When all the while the ralcal's Ne-body. 
The griping miſer ſat, brimful of care, 
When the wiad chanc'd to make the window jar, 


Sudden he ſtarts-—O Lord ! my gold ! I'll [wear— 


4 Yes, I will ſwear it—Some-body is here ? 

| | Then kindling ap a light, he runs to ſee, 

| And ferrets all the houſe in ſearch of me, 
| But at the laſt he found, Sir— Vi-body ; 


As No-body was fairly then dete&ed, 

"Tis hard that S-me-b:dy ſhou'd be Nil ſuſpetted : 
A freak, like this, the puny huſband play'd, 
Who thought his wifc had brutify'd his head : 


I have it here, quoth he, and looks a-mort, 


When ftill No-b:d; had been at the ſport. 


When the gay virgin goes to church array'd, 
In ſhining tiſſue, filk, or rich brocade ; 


The 


But, damn me, S:me-body ſhall ſuffer for't ? | 
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The ſparkling glances of her eyes declare, 
The heart of Some-body ſhe wou'd enfſnare : 


Sir ! let me die, you put me in ſurprize ! 

I'm ſure, I look'd at No body, ſhe cries: 

But let her wed him, 'faith,. and ſhe'll be ſped, 
For Ne-b:dy (as I have heard it faid) 

[s, with a bride, bad company in bed : 


But, if accus'd, ſhe furiouſly denies, - | C 


For my part, I'm a very faithleſs blade, 
And have deluded many an eaſy maid ; 


The proteſtations that Some-body ſpoke, 

Some-body here can tell, have oft' been broke : 

Ah! gentle maidens, of your hearts take care, 
The words of Some-body are oft” as light as air: 
But jeſts be wav'd, — ſince none but friends are here, 
It is my duty to conclude {incere : 

And thus, in humble manner, I impart 

The ardent wiſhes of a orateful heart : 

Long may proſperity attend you all, 

And may misfortunes on No-body fall. 
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| L 1-9: B-R.T- NE, 
; ERE lies the vile duſt of an impious wretch, 
h Whom the devil was blam'd for delaying to 
| fetch : | | 

But the reader will grant, it was needleſs he ſhou'd, 
| When he ſaw him a coming as faſt as he cou'd. 
't 
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NIGHT SCENES: 


0, AN 
4C0:0V:N+T 
OF. A | 


SurpRIzing APPARITION, 


N. B, /t the earnefl requeſt of ſeveral gentlemen from 
whom 1 have received great favours, this piece 1s 


inſerted, winch I had once a deſign to ſuppreſs. 

PHOCE BUS, the god of wit and light, 
Had bid the filent world good night, 

And at his lodging in the weſt, 

With curtains drawn, was gone to reſt : 

The bats and owls, and birds obſcene, 

Flew hov'ring o'er the darkſome green ; 

And hungry foxes from their holes, 

Came forth to ſteal the farmers' fowls : 

The moon, whoſe orb was at the full, 

\ Behind obſcuring clouds did roll ; 


And 
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_ And ſleep diffus'd o'er all mankind, 


Save thoſe that were diſeas'd in mind ; 
(For Mor pheus' bam, as I have read, 
On Junaticks is never ſhed q 
When Maurus, dreſs'd in looſe attire, 
Sat pondering by a glimm'ring fire, 
His feet among the aſhes thruſt, | 
His head involyv'd in {moke and duſt; 


And while the crickets round him fung, 
'Thus into lofty rapture ſprung, 


M:A U-R U.S, 
Great bard ! to whom benignant heay'n 


A ſeat on Pindus-top has giv'n ; 


Who doſt the wing-d nag beſiride, 
As oft* as hags on broomſticks ride - 
And thro' the pathleſs regions fly, 

To fetch exordiums from the ſky ; 


Whole works contain more brilliant wit, 


*Than Himer, Virgil, Horace writ 4 


For they were only types of thee, 
*T hou great adept in poefy ! 


Ordain'd 


Ha + 


SEVERAL OCCASIONS. 7x 


Ordain'd to be thy country's glory, 
And ſtand unparalell'd in ſtory ; 
Above thoſe Gr-ek and Roman boys, 
As far as ſimilies can rife : 

Why does thy god-like genius lie, . 
Thus indoleat without employ ; 
While every tangue repeats thy prailc, 
And ſupplicates thy future lays ; 
Ariſe, for ſhame, ner hang an arſe, 
But ſhew thyſelf, and make a farce ! 
So ſhall thy lawrels, —ha ! what's here | 


GHOST, (Appearing at his elbow.) 


Thy horrid orgies, wreich, forbear ! 


M:A VU-R US. 
Saint Becker help me ! what art thou ? 


| Por by the rood I do not know, 


G-H-O-3-T. 
Why then attend ; I am the ſpetre 
That whilome did tranſport a fa&tor, 
At thy beheſt, thro' ſtormy weather, 
From place to place, the de'el knows whither 


In 
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In thy confounded ſcenes* debas'd, 
Tormented, hackney'd, and diſgrac'd, 


Audacious thing, how could'ſt thon do it ? 
But, by this darkneſs, thou ſhalt rve it. 


M-A-U-R-VU-S., 

O mercy ! mercy ! and remiſſion ! 

Indeed, Sir ghoſt, I'm all contrition : 
Upon my bended knee I crave it. 


G.H.,O-$-T. 
Well, kiſs the hearth, and thou ſhalt have it. 
So; now obſerve, I do remit thee, 


(Nay, why doſt tremble, don't thee ;) 


Provided that, for time to come, 
Thou ne'er to poctize preſume ; 
Nor gabble Cat» o'er by rote, 
1n fuch a damn'd wild 1ri/h note, 
With antic poſture and grimace, 
Wou'd put Fack Pudding out o' face : 
2 Sperdibrifi”s Folly and Fertune, a tragi-comedy, which cof 0»; 
poet incredible ſtudy and application, and is juſtly ſuppoſed to be the 
fineſt of all his pieces : it was taken from a notable old ballad, cal!'c, 


The Fat#tor"s Cariand, and was acted 2t Wer hampton by Rl compar 
of ftzollers, where it met with a univerſal —-ſ, 


: Thy 
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Thy trowzer-making hence prefer, [ 
And think no more of Mortimer ® ; 

But ſentence all thy blotted quires, 

To wipe thy b -——, and light thy fires : 
For ſhou'd that nonſenſe e'er be known, 
The boys wou'd hoot thee thro* the town : 
Nor ſhalt thou any more, oc tempore, 


.—_ - "_— =; 
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Make madmens epitaphs extempore; n= 

Nor ſit whole evenings o'er thy pots, 

Reciting verſe with ſtupid ſots : 

Except a doggerel rhime or {o, 

With Herron, Stringer, or with Lowe ; 

(Who, tor their ignorance and pride, 
May vie with all the world beſide.) 
This is the moſt that will be granted, 

Fo which ſubmit, or till be haunted. 


" = mans ot wats ep i no ee tes - 


MAVU RUS. 
O rigid law ! ye fates unkind ! 


1 was for zobler ends deſign'd ; 
Born to delight 


b He is aQtually engaged in a tragedy on the tory of Sir H, Meor- 
timer : if this ghoſt does not deter him from proceeding, the world 
may be obliged with it ſeven years hence, | 


GHOST, 


W-.-20-0 EM 6: 0M 


GS H:0.:3 Tc 
'Tis all in vain, 
Give o'er this noife, and don't complain z 


Thou under wayward ftars was born, - 
When mildew ſmote the tender corn, 
When hedge-hogs whin'd, and magpics chatter'd, 
And nurſes dream'd of eggs beſhatter'd, 
An Tgns fatuus is the muſe, 

Which does thy crazy brain abuſe, 

_ And leads thee into folly's maze, 

To mope and wander all thy days. 

So fair from reaſon's open plain, 
'Thou'lt ne'er come back to it again, 
'Tis juſily fear” d&—but ſoſt—I hcar 
The piercing note of chauticleer. 

The twilight ftreams o'er youder hill, 
I muſt begone—agpainſt my will, 

' For much remains that I wou'd ſay, 

- But morn's approach forbids my tay, 

| | Exit Ghoſt, 


M A U- 
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MAURUS. 
Well, I've been fcar'd as bad almoſt 
As when I ſaw my mother's hoſt c » 


Cold ſweat runs trickling down my brow, 


” ET a wn. A... BAD _ - —w _ 


And my heart bears—TI know not how, 
© poetry ! thou dear delight ! 

And mult I then torſake thee quite ? 
No; ſpite of all the meagre legions, | 
That dwell in Pl:t-'s gloomy regions, = 
My ſeat, on Pindus, I'll maintain, 

And iide my Pegaſus again. 

When daylight comes, Ill watch the fields, 
To view the charms that nature yields; | 
And take the pleaſing exerciſe, 

Of huating pretty butter-flics ; 

Or leaping by ſome purling ſtream, 
Conſtruct, perhaps, an An1gram. 4 


And with ſome ochre © mark it down, 
Upon my flieve—then hie to town, 
To viſit Bellamy's and Moo''s ©, 

And ſhevw it all the connoiſſeurs. 


© He atteſts the truth of ſeeing his mother's ghoſt, 
4 This is Mavurys peculier way of writing, 
© Two polite public-houſes in {vir fl umpiony 
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| 2 os > I 
Fo 
EMOTE from cities, in a rural ſcene, 
I lately ſaw the cottage of a ſwain ; 


| $0 neat, fo private, fo ſerene a place, 


The ſeat it ſeem'd of innocence and peace. 


"Twas in a vale the little fabric ſtood, 
Aboat a furlong weſtward from a wood ; 
W here nightingales with ev'ry ſetting ſun, 
Amidit the leaves their charming ſtrains begun ; 


And tuneful blackbirds from the dawn of day, 


Till ey'ning pour'd their wild harmonious lay : 
There gentle ring doves coo'd within the ſhade, 
And ſquirrels nimbly on the branches play'd, 
While cawing rooks, the ſtately oaks among, ; 
Prepar'd their neſts, and fed their callow young: 
Oppos'd to this, upon a ſpacious plain, 


Clad with delicious crops of yellow grain, 


And 
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And paſtures green, where flocks wide wandering 
fed, 
A pleaſant neighb'ring village rais'd its head ; 
The ſpiry ſteeple juſt in view appear'd, 
From whence the time-reſounding clock was heard : 
Sonthward the vale was of a large extent, 
Thro' which its windingcourſe a riv'let bent ; 
And fring'd with bowing flags, and quiv'ring reeds, 
{n twain divided all the flow'ry meads ; | 
Mountains with groves, and rills with vineyards 
crown'd, | b 

' Fir as th? horizon did the proſpett bound ; 

A range of craggy rocks that rear'd bchind, 
&creen'd it entirely from the wind ; , 


Such was the lovely circumjacent ſcene, 


Where nature's various charms at once were ſeen, - 


Around the dwelling did the garden lie, 
A fertile ſpot, and pleaſing to the eye; 
Before whoſe entrance ſtood, on either fide, 
Two ever-greens, the hoary planter's pride ; 
Who prun'd their branches yearly as they grew, 
A {ilver holly ons, and one a yew ; 
TREK .G | A nar. 
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A narrow walk, with curling vines arch'd 0' cr, 
From hence directed to the cottage door, 


No rich materials cou'd the building boaſt, 
No curious produce of a foreign coaſt ; 
But woven hurdles, cover'd o'er with ſod, 
And lin'd with ruſh, compos'd the ſmall abGde : 
A ſhelter only from the winter's cold, 
As were th' Arcadian ſhepherds cots of old, 


When peaceful Saturn held his golden reign, 


And happy men knew not the luſt of gain. 


Here Moulin dwelt, who, unperplex'd with carcs, 
Had ſeen a century of revolving years ; 
No painful gout, no languiſhing diſeaſe, 
The {ad Attendants of luxurious eaſe, 
(Too oft? experienc'd by the ſons of wealth,) 
Had &'er intruded on his courſe of health. 
His days were ſpent in wholſome exerciſc, 
And balmy {lumbers nightly ſeal'd his eyes : 


| He wore a fur-cap on his ſnow-white head, 
| And all his clothes were of an homely thread : 
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From foul intemp'rance he did well abſtain, il 
His meals were ſparing, and his food was plain j | | | 
At leiſure whiles as fancy did inſpire [|| 
"To ſprightly airs, he tun'd his warbling Iyre : z | | 
His lyre, which erit was fam'd among the ſwains 
When good queen Anna rul'd the Brit plains. 
Still with his years, his wiſdom too increas'd, 
And ev'ry preſent hour outſhone the paſt, 
Bleſs'd with content he found an affluent ſtore, 
And regal crowns wou'd but have made hun poor, 


SF pO £E M$::0N 


—_— -— w_ F-4 
o 


HORACE Book IL. ODE XVI. 
LM TA T-2-10 
(To the keverend Mr. SMART.) 


HE mariner that ploughs the deep, 
For eaſe the pow'rs of heav'n implores, 


183 While o'er the deck big ſurges ſweep, 
WM And Borzas in the tempeſt roars. 


Eaſe the bold Caledonian ſecks, 
Who treads the north's eternal ſnow ; 


j For eaſe the Cambrian climbs the peaks 
| | . | F 
| That leave the leſſening world below. Z 
7 But ceaſe, alas ! we'feck in vain, ; 

Whereer the glitt'ring prize is ſought, > 
| Nor tho? the lottery ſhould ordain \: 
| a 


Ten thouſand pounds, can caſe be bought, 
I 


The magiſtrate whoſe pow'r can curb 
The mob's tumultuous noiſe and riot, 
When paſhons or when cares diſturb, 
__ Can! n&er poſlels his mind in quiet, 
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He who content in private lite, || 

Leaves not his own paternal cot, 
Amidſt his children and his wife, 

Has ſure on catth the happieſt lot. 


His wants ſupply'd, he aſks no more, 
Nor envy nor ambition knows ; 
Not guilt, or ſhame, or dread of pow'r, 


Can break his conſtant calm repoſe, 


Then why ſhou'd men, like deſp'rate fools, 
_ From climate ſtill to climate range, 
Where heat and cold intemp'rate rules; 


Thro' nations barb'rous, wild, and flrange ? 


What tho' we quit our native land, 
Say, can we leave ourſelves behind ? 
The foul is evermore at hand, 


And care purſucs us like the wind. 


Care boards the yacht that ploughs the main, 
_ Care mounts the courtier's gilded car 
Care meets the hero on the plain, 


_ Amidſt the ſhouts and pomp of war, 


G 3 Then 
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Then let the preſent hour be gay, 
To ſocial joy reſign the ſoul ; 
Since time ſo ſwiftly glides away, 
Haſte thou and fill the ſparkling bowl, 


1a prime of life, Britamia's pride, 
The much-lamented Fred'rick fell ; 
Worn out with age old Muckworm dy'd, 
And found at laſt the road to hell, 


And fate, dear Sir, to me may grant 
Thoſe years of life's uncertain darc, 
Which your ſuperior worth may want ; 
How partial are the laws af fats ! 


You, Sir, and may they long remain, 
Rejoice in fortune's fav'ring ſmiles, 
Your manners elegantly plain, 
Your virtue ſuch as care beguiles, 


I favour'd leſs, am yet contenr, 
My labour chearful to puriue, 
In verſe my leifure hours are ſpent, 
Such verſe as now I ſend to you. 
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AN 
E PIG RA M 
| On the Hoxovganeg 


,o0RD60 BLAKNEY. 


Wonder, ſays Death, in an angry mood, 
Amidſt all the dangers of war, 
ill Blakney, that hero, my ſhafts does clude, 
Some angel ſure makes him his care. 
ld Time, over-hearing, directly rejoin'd, 
Ne'er fret that he {till eſcapes thee, 
uch virtue and courage in him are combin'd, 
He'll triumph at laſt over me, = 


CG 4. 


THE 
EF ARS 0 N; 


"IN E Sunday at night, as a country divine 
Sat chearing his heart with Sir Thomas's wine; 

Sir ({ays he to the knight) I am threeſcore and ten, 
(Which you know is in common the age of all men) 
Yet ſtill (praiſe kind heaven) I think, I may fay, 
My ſtrength docs not ſeem in the leaſt to decay. 
The fame man I've been, for theſe forty long years, 
[ remain to a tivtlc—except my grey hairs, 
I riſe about ſeven, I breakfaſt at nine, 
Till twelve take an airing, return home and dine. 
Then a glaſs of good port, with a pipe and the news, 
And the whole afternoon, Sir, myſelf I amuſe, 
Small ſupper is beſt, I go early to bed, 
Without any thing further to trouble my head. 
My tythes and my dues, as they come, I receive em, 
And thoſe who deſpite me—pray God to forgive *em. 


I never 
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I never neglect parochial duty, 
Save ſometimes, by chance, when my legs become 
gouty. | 
ſn, ſhort, Sir, to give you the great and the ſmall 
on't, 


{ can preach twice a day, ang make nothing at all 
On't, 


"_ 
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OF 


NewPORT, in the Iſle of Wicar, 


T muſt be ſo—the fleet directly ſails, 

Her canvas wings are {pread with fav'ring gales; 
'The ſoldiers all prepare to leave the ſhore 
1 leave my friend—perhaps to meet no more '® 
To thee, dear Sharp, (ftill chear'd with fortune's 

| (mile) 

"Tis giv'n to reſt in YVe#a's beauteous iſle 
Reclin'd at eaſe in Car'/broo#'s pleaſing ſhades, 
"The graces court thee, and the tuneful maids ; 


With affluence bleſt, and calm”domeſtic joys, 


No rude alarm thy ſacred peace deſtroys, 


_ To me'tis giv'n, in works of death to toil, 


| And fertilize with blood a forzign ſoil, 


_ Remov'd 
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Remov'd far diſtant from Stafforara's plains, 
Where late I ſung amidſt the lif'ning ſwains ; 
Plains evermore belov'd, ſince all that's dear, 

My friends, my parents, my Lucinda's there ! | 
«© In my mind's eye,” methinks I fee them mourn, 
And anxious wait a truant youth's return, 

O did our ſtations, like our minds agree, 

A lot like thine, had hcaven be{tow'd on me. 
In this fair iſle for ever ſhou'd I ſtay, 

Peaceful, if grave; and innocent, it gay. 

' For my rough genius would at length refine, 
Acquiring worth by imitating thine. 

With thee I'd wander o'er th' hiſtoric page, 
And view the changing ſcenes of ev'ry age ; 
Or, led by thee, the latent paths explore, 

Of grave philolophy's extenſive lore ; 

Or now reclining in the {ylvan bow'r, 

With tuneful bards enjoy the bliſsful hour. 

Shakeſ»-ar, who ſpeaks the language of the ſoul, 
And Milton, foaring paſt tre ftarry pole : 
Deſcriptive Thompſon, and ſatyric Young, 

Pope, Swift, and Gay, and all the ſons of ſong. 


But 
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But I muſt go-—The gen'ral gives command ; 


Evy'n now the thronging troops approach the ſtrand. 


Farewell, my friend ! this artleſs verſe receive, 
This artleſs verſe is all the muſe can pive. 

Too lately found, too ſwiftly ſnatch'd away ! 

I found, alas ! and Joſt thee in a day! 
While ſwift before the winds our veſſel flies, 
To Yeeta's coalt I ill ſhall turn my eyes ! 

Till wrapt in clouds I can no more behold 
Her tufted hills, and fields of waving gold. 

At length, when landed on ſome foreign ſhore, 
Doubtleſs if e'er I viſit Ve&a more; 
Still, ill, dear Sir, the muſe ſhall faithful be, 
And waft a ſigh to Yea, and to thee. 


From the camp, in the Iſle of Wight, 
September 4, 17 57 | 


HORACT 


SEVERAL OCCASIONS. gg 


HORACE Boox IV. ODEIR | 


Inferib'd to the Honourable 
ROGER TOWNSHEND, 


Captain of the GRENADIERS in the BUFFS. 


HINK not, good Sir, the mules lay, 
Shall unregarded paſs away, 
Like Cibzer's birth-day odes ; 
Supported by tk inipiring power, 
Above the vulgar tribe ſhe'll ſoar, 
| Immortal, as the gods, 


Tho Spencer's praiſe is i]l compleat, 
and Miiton claims the higheſt ſear, 
Among the {ons of fame ; 
The world ſhall honour Dryden's verſe, 
| And Pepe's delightful (trains rehearſe, 


While flows the ſilver Thames. 


Old 
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Old Chaxcer in a barb'rous*age, 
Warm with a true poetic rage, 

Could over time prevail, 
| And evry Wilhire ſwaia ſhall praiſe, 
The bard * who made well-meaning lays, 
And ſung them to his flail, 


8 Mira Qvill ſhines in Granvil's lays, 
| And Sachariſ/a's pride and pratſe, 
| | In Waller's page ſhall laſt ; 
[ * While many an equal beauteons dame, | 
Without a bard to ſing her name, 


{nto oblivion's caſt, 


| Immortal Malbro' and Eugene, 

| The hero's of great Anna's reign, 

| | Were hero's not alone ; 

The world would other chiefs revere, 
Did poets in their caufe appear, 


To make their merits known, 


When reſting in the filent grave, 
What differ cowards from the brave, 


A Strphen Duck, 
| Excep' 
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Except the voice of fame ? 
O gen'rous Toawn/hend, then excuſe 
The efforts of a grateful muſe 

To celebrate thy name. 


When Brain's int'reſt calls to war, 
You draw the {word, devoid of fear, 
Intrepid, yet ſerene ; ” 
Not vainly rais'd amid” ſucceſs, 
Not meanly drooping with diſtreſs, 


You keep the golden mean. 


A foe declar'd to fraud and guile, 
And bribes (the bane of Britain's iſle !) 
You, like a patriot ſtand, 
Rewarding worth where'er it lies, 

And combat knavery aad vice, 


With an unſparing hand. 


The maſter of a vaſt eſtate, 

Who prides himſelf in heaps of plate, 
Is not compleatly bleſt ; 

Rat he who freely from his ſtore, 

Relieves the {ftranger and the poor, 


And gives the aged reſt, 


OI Oo _——— 


Who 
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Who honour more, than life, eſteems, 
And worſe than death or bondage deems, 
Detraction and deceit, 
By virtue bound his blood will ſpend, 
To ſerve his country or his friend, 
That man is truly great. 
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ON THE 
CONFLAGRATION. 


NE that all dreadful time (when time no more 
Shall be) foretold by hallowed bards of yore 1 

O thou ſole infinite 1 whole mighty power . 

Alone protracts or ſpeeds the deſlin'd hour, 

Who doſt the wond'rous courſe of nature guide, 

The circling ſun and yndulating tide, 

The moons and feaſons in due order bring, 


Inſpire an humble artleſs muſs to ſing. 


Silent and huſh, as midnight thief, the day 
Will come that fweeps a {lumb'ring world away. 
Then {hall the children of the earth be aw'd, 
And tremble at the terrours of their God. 

Ah ! how inadequate the mind of man ; 
To comprehend, © Lord ! and know thy plan, 
Yet from the weak ideas that I feel, 


Ten thouſand hortours thro' my boſom ſteal, 
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What youth that keeps this period in his view 
Can pratice vice, or ſinful paths purſue ? 
The lamp of heav'n, which heretofore had ſhone 
With radiant beams, puts diſmal mourning on, 
And ſcarce emits a chearlefs languid gloom, 

As conſcious of the near impending doom, 

The moon a bloody rayleſs orb appears, 

Inſcrib'd with dire portending charaQters, 
Tremendous banners—hark ! what groans and eries 


From guilty ſouls in hedious diſcord rife! 


Now ambient air with heat begins to glow, 
While mild and cooling Zephyrs ceaſe to blow. 

A breathleſs ſilence mocks the liſtning ear, 
Till burſting ſparkles crackle here and there— 
Inſtant as light the flaming whirlwind flies, 

And ſcatters Conflagration thro' the ſkies. 


| Red hiſſing bolts from ev'ry quarter bound, 


A univerſal Xtna rages all around. | 
While o'er-the craſhing arch loud thunders roll, 
And rend the tott'ring world from pole to pole. 
| : Brief 
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Irief as a parchment ſcrowl heav'n's curtains fair 
Shrivel'd and conſumed in a moment are. 
'Th? inverted ſmoke in black ſulphureous clouds, 
Dreadful deſcends and ev'ry monntain ſhrouds. 
But ſee ! a ſudden flaſh, terrific light, 
Abruptly breaks thro? the black veil of night. 
The woods, the groves, are all a waving blaze, 
The turzy heath a fiery waſte diſplays. 
The ſcorched flocks upon the burning plain 
Lie gaſping, writhing, and diſtra&t with pain, 
| Now from a cliff,, that o'er the fea hangs high, 
An eagle frighted ſtrives as wont to fly ; 
But ling'd his plumes he flutt'ring tumbles down, 
Receiv'd in boiling waves that ſcal'd him while 
they drown, 

Floods leave their channels dry, old ocean roars, 
And toaming ſurges daſh the glowing ſhores, 
Where vaſt leviathans lie prone at length, 
To pieces beaten with their dying ſtrength. 
The yawning center does with, earthquakes groan, 
Tumble the rocks, and cities are o'erthrows. . 


Now 
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Now-—now deſtruCtion over all extcnds, 
Now form, now matter, now exiſtence ends. 


Nature expires—that's all we know ; the reſt 


Can neither be imagin'd nor expreſs—— 

Perhaps again *tis into Chaos hurl'd, 

From which the almighty word may raiſe a future 
world. | 


dat ""_ , &- Att IA et fee wat. #-& 


